tit Tt tgtiie o/Hamlet 

G t you * place. 

*>£• How fares our CoufipHW*/? 

Ham. Excellent Ifaith. ! 

Of the Camelions difh, I cat the lire, 

Promif.cranv d, you cannot feed Capons fo. 

King. I liaue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, 

Thefe words arc not mine. 

Ham. No not minenow.my Lord. 

You playd once i'th the Vpiuerfitie you fay. 

Pel. That did I my Lord* and was accounted a Rood A&m 
H atu. What did you en»&? 

Pol. I did enaft Iuliut Cafar r \ waskild l'tkCapitall, 
"Brutm kild me. 



Ham. It was a brutepart of him to kill fo capital a calfe there. 

Be the Players teadkf 

P»f. I my Lord, theyftay vponyour patience. 

Ger. Come hithermy deare Hamlet, fit by me. 

Ham. Ho good mother, here’s mettle more attra&iue^. 

Pol. 0,oh, doeyoumatkethat. 

Ham. Ladie (hall lie inyour Jap ?. 

Opbe. No my Lord. 

Ham. Doe you thinke TmeantCountrie matters? 

Opbe. Ithinke nothing my. Lord. 

Harm That’s a faire thought to lie between maids legs. 

Opbe. What is my Lord ?. 

Ham. Nothing; 

Opbe. You are merrie my Lord. 

Ham. Who I? , 

Opbe, I my Lord. 

Ham. O God ! your enely Iigge-maker,what (hould a man do 
but be merrie, for looke you how chercfully my mother lookes, 
and my father died within’s two houres. 

Opbe. Nay, tis twice two moneths my Lord. 

HamSo long, nay then let the Deuill weare black, for lie haue 
a Sute of Sables; O heauens, die two moneths ago, and not for- 
gotten yet, then there’s hope a great mans memoric may out-Iiue 
his life halfea yearCjhucber Ladie a mud build Churches then, or 
elfe (hall a fufftr not thinking on, with the Hobby-hotfe, whole 
Epitaph is, for Oy for O, thcHofaby-horfe is forgot. 

Iff Mififr 




Trine e o/Denmarke. 

The Trumpets fend. Vwbeflw felines. 

Enter a Km and - 

L Lthervo and Heefiws his bead vpvnberneekf, be Itethm-dewne 
hanke offtowers, (bee feeing himafleepe, leaner him; anoncomts 

m * ~**** •” h ' , ’ d K, f ,n 

Oob What meanes this twy Lord ? ;r . . r 

Haim Marry it is munching Mallico,\t meanes mifchci e. 

Opb BelJthis (how imports the argument of the Vi*. 

Ham. We (hall know by this fellow, Enter prologue.. 

The Players cannot keepethey’le tell all. 

Othe Will a tell ys what this fliowincw't ? • 

He.I.orany (how that you will (How him^enoc youaHwm-d 
10 (ho w,heele not (hameto tell you what it meanest 

Opb. You are naught,youare naught.Ile marke thcPlayv 
Prologue. For vs and for our Tregedy, 

Hcere (looping to your clemencic, 

We begge your hearing patiently. 

Ham. Is this a Prologue or the pofie of a Rwg ? 

Opbe. Tis briefe my Lord. 

Ham. As womans loue. 

Enter KingandQueene. 

King . Full thirty times hMhPbaburCm gone round- 
Heptanes fajt walh.and Tetitu orb’d the ground. 

And thirty dofen Moon esw ith bor ro wed fiieene 
About the world hauc times- twelue thirties beene 

Since Loue our hearts, and A^wewdidour hands 

Vnite comutuall in moft facred bands. 

£uee . So many, iourneyes may the Sun and Moon 
Make vs againe count ore ere loue be done, 

Butwoe is meyou are fofiekeof late, ‘ 9«n .-e . 

Sofarre from cheere, and fromyour formet ftiatei r r ■ ■ > : 

That Idiftruft you, yet though Idifttuil, 

Difcomfort y ou roy Lord it nothing rauft ,? ^ 


